THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
on counterpoint, considered the fugue revolutionary
and improper, which convinced me of its merit. And
if, at any time, I were to find myself called upon to
illustrate, musically, an attempt to cross Niagara on
a tight rope, I had a plan to play the national anthem
of the country to which the athlete belonged, and
accompany it with a positive deluge of arpeggios,
illustrative of the roaring waters of that singular
cataract.
Hours and hours of my youth were thus misspent,.
I have no excuse for this diversion, but I cannot help
recalling those long summer evenings when I sat
at the piano, accompanying imaginary films which
flickered on the darkening walls. I would make up
endless dramas, prolonging the agony until my
fingers could no longer re-act to the crowding
images. Each character would have a melodic
theme, which I scribbled down on an envelope, and
when those two characters met each other, either in
love or in hate, the two themes would also meet, in
harmony or in discord. Sometimes the exigencies of
the story would demand that all the characters would
meet at once, and then I was in a quandary, for I
could not quite see how one could combine four
themes without a far more elaborate study of counter-
point than was possible in the heat of the moment*
Therefore, when they did meet, I would make their
meeting as brief as possible, and switch to a close-up
(incredibly vivid on the opposite wall)-or dart
away, with a happy gallop in the treble, over the hills
of spring.
All dreams come true - sooner or later - which is